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circumstances of his life, in youth gave him an invaluable
support. The years at Keppel Street were the only period of
Frances Trollope's early married life when she had leisure of
mind to be a real companion to her children; and, as Tom was
the only one of those children old enough at Keppel Street to
feel and to respond to his mother's friendship, he came inevit-
ably to a fuller share of it, and greatly profited.
Henry, already suffering from the physical weakness which
was to cut short his life, had the additional handicap of being
his father's favourite. From his ruthless conception of boyish
training Thomas Trollope excepted Henry. The lad was more
sharply etched than his brothers and of more imperious
manners; also he had the vivid quality which often accom-
panies a consumptive tendency. After two years at Win-
chester, where he was idle and wayward, he was brought home
and allowed to trifle, first with this experimental training, then
with that. From the time of his withdrawal from school to
his death eight years later, Henry was the adored failure of
the family.
Anthony remains, whose achievement was the moSt remark-
able of all. Because he was younger by five years than Tom,
his schooling was earlier subjeft to the father's bankruptcy and
his share of the mother's undiStrafted affe&ion considerably
less. Entangled in the family distresses, his life as a small boy
was harder and more cruelly solitary than that of either of his
brothers. Nature and chance alike were against him. His
clumsy Stupidity provoked his father's moSt pitiless discipline;
he had less social address than either of his elders, less money,
clothes or family prestige to counterbalance awkward shyness.
Bundled from one place to another, continually the vidHm of
his parents' money troubles, supported only by the hurried
moments of affeflion which were all his over-busy, harassed
mother could afford to him, he grew from an unhappy little
boy into a sullen youth and at eighteen was thrown into the
pool of London loneliness to sink or swim.
Breeding and a large share of his mother's dogged pluck
saved him from disaster. It may have seemed that little of the
proud Ettglishry of generations of Trollopes survived in this